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The last public skate ended at ten. By ten-forty the lobby lights had dropped to the safety strip along the baseboards and the parking lot held three cars: Luca’s dented hatchback, Gideon’s black truck, and the silver coupe Niall always parked crooked because he never remembered which space was his.

Luca Ferrer liked the building better like this. The Blue Line was a private rink tucked behind a timber-and-steel façade on the industrial edge of the city, members only, ice kept colder than a municipal sheet and glass kept cleaner than a showroom. During the day it sounded like blades and horns and men pretending they still had a season. After close it sounded like the compressor and his own boots on rubber.

He was twenty-six, lean through the shoulders, warm-olive skin, black curls that never stayed under a beanie. Ice tech. Zamboni, edges, rubber mats, the quiet list of things that made expensive men look good on camera. Gideon Marsh signed his checks. Niall Brennan made the late ice worth the overtime.

Gideon came down the service stairs without a coat. Thirty-nine, massive through the chest, pale in a way that made the rink lights look like they belonged to him. Iron-gray crop, ice-blue eyes, a mouth that did not waste motion. He owned the building and the ice and the habit of standing too close when Luca was on a ladder.

Niall followed three steps behind, still in base-layer black, auburn hair damp from the last skate, freckles standing out along his throat. Rangy. Green eyes. The kind of former winger who still moved like the boards owed him an apology. He rented the last hour four nights a week and never left on time.

“You’re still on the sheet,” Gideon said.

Luca shut the gate. “Edging the far circle. Ten minutes.”

“Make it five.” Gideon’s gaze traveled from Luca’s mouth to the open collar of the thermal under his work jacket. “Then you come up to the box.”

The owner’s box hung over center ice behind smoked glass. Luca had restocked it a hundred times and never sat in the leather. Niall’s mouth tipped, not quite a smile.

“He means it,” Niall said. “Door’s unlocked. Don’t make us come get you on the ice.”

Luca should have said he had a morning. He should have said the compressor log wasn’t finished. He said, “Five minutes,” and meant I already decided.

He finished the circle because he finished things. Then he killed the work lights over the far end, left the safety amber on, and took the stairs two at a time with his pulse already stupid in his throat.

The box smelled like cold glass and Gideon’s cologne. One lamp. The rink spread below them, empty, white, the scoreboard dark. Niall had his hip against the rail. Gideon had already shed the sweater. Shirtless in trousers, pale heavy muscle, a dusting of iron hair down the center of his chest. Male nipples tight from the temperature. He looked at Luca like a problem he had already solved.

“Jacket off,” Gideon said.

Luca’s fingers worked the zipper. The thermal underneath was thin black, damp at the collar. Niall stepped in and peeled it up without asking. Cool air hit Luca’s stomach. He was lean, not small, a working body with a dark trail and a mouth that had been thinking about this for months.

Niall’s palm flattened over Luca’s sternum. “You’ve been watching us through the glass.”

“You’ve been skating like you wanted an audience.”

Niall laughed once, low. “Fair.”

Gideon’s hand closed on the back of Luca’s neck, thick and certain. “We don’t do almost. You stay in this room, you get used thoroughly. You leave now if that’s theater.”

Luca’s cock was already thick in his jeans. “I’m not leaving.”

“Good.” Gideon kissed him like a claim, not a question. Big mouth, controlled pressure, the faint taste of whiskey. Niall’s hands worked Luca’s belt open while Gideon kept him still. Jeans shoved to mid-thigh. Boxer-briefs dragged down. Luca’s cock sprang dark and wet-tipped into the lamp light.

Niall made a sound that was almost reverence. “Fuck. Look at him.”

He went to his knees on the rubber. No ceremony. He took Luca to the root in one wet slide, throat working, freckled nose pressed to the dark hair at Luca’s base. Luca’s knees tried to buckle. Gideon held him up by the nape and watched Niall suck like it was work he enjoyed.

“Hands on the rail,” Gideon said against Luca’s temple. “You look at the ice. If a cleaner comes through the tunnel you don’t come off his mouth. You stay quiet.”

The ice was empty. The tunnel door was a black rectangle at the far end. Luca gripped the rail until his knuckles paled and stared at the center faceoff dot while Niall’s throat fluttered around him. Wet. Filthy. Spit sliding down Luca’s balls. Niall pulled off long enough to lick the seam, then swallowed him again and hummed.

Gideon’s other hand shoved into Luca’s open jeans from behind, two thick fingers finding him through nothing but heat. “Lube’s on the table. We planned this.”

Of course they had. Luca’s laugh broke into a groan. Niall popped off, chin shining, and stood just high enough to kiss Luca with Luca’s own taste. Gideon’s fingers came back slick. One pressed in. Luca’s hole clenched, then opened. Gideon worked him open with the patience of a man who owned time.

“Tight,” Gideon murmured. “We’re both taking this tonight. You understand.”

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

“You’re both fucking me. Here. I want it.”

Niall’s grin flashed. He spat in his palm and stroked Luca while Gideon added a second finger, scissoring, curling until Luca’s thighs shook. Below them the ice waited like a witness. A distant HVAC tick. No footsteps. Yet.

Gideon pulled his fingers free and opened his own trousers. His cock was heavy, pale, thick enough that Luca’s mouth watered on sight. Niall was already shoving his base layer down. Rangy hips, a long flushed cock, darker at the head, a bead of wet at the slit.

“Mouth,” Gideon said.

Luca went to his knees between them because that was the only place that made sense. He took Gideon first, jaw stretching, drool immediate. Gideon’s hand in his curls set a pace that did not care about dignity. Niall painted Luca’s cheek with the wet head of his cock, then fed it into the corner of Luca’s stretched mouth so Luca was sloppy on both, spit stringing, eyes watering, the lamp putting a shine on everything.

“That’s it,” Niall breathed. “Fucking wreck that pretty throat.”

Gideon pulled out with a wet sound. “Up. Jeans off. Over the rail.”

Luca kicked free of boots and denim. Naked from the waist down in the owner’s box, cock slapping his stomach, hole slick. He folded over the rail. The glass was cold against his forearms. The ice looked farther away than it was.

Gideon lined up and pushed.

The first breach punched the air out of Luca. Thick. Relentless. Gideon did not stop until his hips were flush and Luca was making a broken noise against the glass. Niall stroked Luca’s hair and fed his cock back into Luca’s mouth so Luca was filled at both ends, spit-roast over center ice, the building theoretically closed and the side door theoretically locked.

Gideon fucked him in long owning strokes. Every thrust shoved Luca onto Niall. Niall cursed softly and held Luca’s skull and used his throat. Luca drooled onto the rail. His own cock leaked a string toward the carpet.

“Quiet,” Gideon said, even though no one was there. The order itself made Luca clench. Gideon groaned and drove deeper. “That’s the sound. You take it.”

They switched without discussion. Gideon pulled out shiny and Niall stepped in, longer, a different angle that nailed Luca’s prostate on the second stroke. Luca shouted into Gideon’s cock as Gideon took his mouth. The scoreboard stayed dark. A truck passed on the access road, headlights briefly washing the far glass, and Luca came the first time from the risk of it, untouched, pulsing onto the carpet while Niall kept fucking him through it.

“Greedy,” Niall said, wrecked-fond. “He painted the box.”

Gideon wiped a thumb through the mess on Luca’s stomach and pushed it into Luca’s mouth. “Again. We’re not done.”

They put him on the leather couch facing the glass. Luca in Gideon’s lap, back to Gideon’s chest, Gideon’s thick cock working back into his used hole. Niall knelt on the cushions and folded Luca forward enough to suck him while Gideon thrust up. The dual sensation unspooled Luca. He came a second time down Niall’s throat with a sound he would have been ashamed of in daylight.

Niall kissed him messy after, sharing the taste. “DP. You asked with your whole body. Don’t pretend you didn’t.”

Luca nodded, dazed. “Do it.”

Gideon stayed seated. Niall slicked himself and pressed in above Gideon, the stretch turning white at the edges. Luca’s mouth opened on a silent shout. Two cocks. Too much and exactly enough. They found a rhythm that used him like a sleeve, Gideon grinding, Niall thrusting, Luca held open and full and shaking. The glass threw their reflection back: one lean olive body speared between a pale giant and a freckled redhead, all of it filthy and unmistakable.

“Anyone walks the tunnel,” Gideon said at Luca’s ear, “they see who you belong to.”

“I belong—” Luca broke off as they both shoved in together. “I belong here. Keep me.”

“We are.”

They fucked him until the stretch tipped from pain into a deep, stupid pleasure. Niall came first with a bitten-off curse, pulsing hot inside him. Gideon followed with a growl, filling him under Niall, the combined heat leaking as soon as Niall eased out. They did not let Luca clean up. Gideon’s fingers pushed the mess back in.

“Hold it,” Gideon said. “Locker room next. You walk like that.”

The corridor was fluorescent and empty. Luca’s jeans were back
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